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Back Dat Ass Up 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by Dave's singing in this video: 


hHps://youtu.be/JzGnEH2p35E?t=6m32s 


"Girl, you looks good, won't you back dat ass up." 


David rolled his eyes and grinned to himself. Somewhere, in their sprawling loft space, David could hear the 
younger man singing to himself. Banished away to repair the leaking bathroom sink, Dave was determined to 
entertain himself in ways that talked about taking his clothes off. And David knew how this game was played. 
Dave would sing about sex in the hope that, at some point during the day, David would take his clothes off and 


get up close and personal. 
"You a fine motherfucker, won't you back that ass up." 


Laughing softly, David returned his attention to the pastries he was making. They were a new recipe to be 


tried out in the shop. But first he wanted to try them out on the pervert in the bathroom. Baking new recipes 
were David's side of the game. Foreplay, so to speak. Make Dave something to eat and, at some point during 
the day, Dave would take his clothes off. Not that it took much to get Dave naked. Smile, call him handsome, 


and the younger man was shedding his clothes like they were autumn leaves in a tornado. 
"Call me Big Daddy when you back that ass up." 


David opened the oven door and checked that it had reached the correct temperature before sliding the tray 
of uncooked pastries in. He could hear Dave moving around. Tools were being placed back in their box. Well, not 
so much placed as tossed, the metal wrenches clattering against one another as they fell in to the wheeled 
tool box. Turning his back to the bathroom, David bent down and began to idly go through a cupboard. There 
was an assortment of bakeware on the shelves, most of it unused as he tended to do most of his baking down 


in the coffee shop. But Dave didn't know that. 
"Hoe, who is you playin’ wit? Back that ass up." 


David chuckled and shook his head. He took out one bowl after another and placed them on the work surface 
above his head. He didn't jump when strong hands wrapped around his hips and Dave rubbed his groin against 
David's ass. 


"Call me Big Daddy when you back that ass up." 


"That's not how the song goes," David laughed. Straightening up, he covered Dave's hands with his own and 


pressed himself back against the younger man. 


He could hear the younger man purring and feel Dave's coffee tainted breath against the back of his neck. 
Dave smelled of sweat, something that drove David crazy. He could feel the dark haired man's cock hardening 
and his own dick responded in kind. David felt loved and adored, wanted and desired. There was a man who 
lusted after him day and night, a man who was determined to do anything to make David happy. As Dave 


continued to sing, so David swayed with him, grinding against his lover's groin 


When he'd had enough of trying to coax David to "back dat ass up", Dave murmured, "So you're a sure thing 


tonight?" 


Looking over his shoulder, David smiled at the man behind him. There was an earnest look on Dave's face, one 
that David had seen so many times before. Dave stared at him with large, dark puppy eyes and a hangdog 
expression, his dark hair plastered to his face in damp tendrils. Turning, David cupped the younger man's face 


and gently kissed him. 


‘lm always a sure thing, Big Daddy," he softly replied. "Always. But only after you've sampled these new 


pastries." 


That was all it took to make Dave groan, his strong arms going around David's waist as he carefully lifted the 


smaller man. 
"You do love me!" he quietly exclaimed in to the kiss. 


David chuckled. "With all my heart." 


